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AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
A Matcu or Cricger. 


Dear Mister,—For to avoid the great heat and for to respire 
the air of the sea, I have quitted London there is three weeks, 
and I am gone to Eastbourn. If I have respired the air of the 
sea! Mun Dieu! Since all that time he has made a time of the 
most stormys; withcut cease some wind, some rain, some tem- 
pests. Impossible of to make excursions in sea, one would not 
be en mer but dans la mer! Im ible of to repose himself 
tranquilly on the plage at the middle of a hurricane ; impossible 
even of tu stroll on the promenade! Two times I have essayed of 
to carry a new hat of straw. Each time he is parted all to the 
far, tout au loin, at the beyond of Pevensy bed w+ 9 The um- 
brellas are absolutely unuseful. Alldays he must to walk himself 
Even one desires to 
carry a “south-western ” hat, as the marines. 

By a such time, what to do? One speaks to me in the hotel 
of excursions in train to Hastings and to Brighton. But is it 
that he makes fine there down? At Brighton—ah no, by ex- 
ample! I recall to myself the tempests at Brighton there is nine 
months. And however. One speaks to me of the games, that 
which you call a “ match of cricket ” or a “ cricket-game,” which 
have place at Brighton. He appears that these games are the most 
remarkable in the department. of the Sussexshire, and that one 
there sees to play the famous Indian, who calls himself—sapristi, 
quel nom ! ow to write him? Try we. RANHJTJSHIHJTIHTINS, 
or something as that. Eh well, I have never seena great cricket- 
game. Impossible of to find a hurricane more violent at Brighton, 
evident!y one can to refuge himself in a tribune, at the least it 
is something to do. I go there. 

Thus I part the thirty and one of the past month, provided of 
a mackintosch and carrying on the head an impermeable casket. 


After some time I arrive to Brighton. Tiens’ He makes fine 
[ mount in “ fly,” I say to the coacher, “ Go to the cricket-game,” 
we file enough quick, and we arrive. As soon as entered I en- 
counter a little boy who sells some programmes. I buy of them 
one for better to comprehend the game, and then, seeing a 
tribune at the shelter of the wind, I pay one shilling and I sit 
myself therein. P 
_ Before me extends herself a verdant prairie. All around there 
is some tribunes, some benches, and a great assistance, That has 
almost the air of an arena, and I think to the plaza de toros at 
Madrid, where I have seen one time the courses of bulls. 
The national sports, english and spanish. But what difference ! 
Not of lacerated horses, not of tortured bulls, not of blood- 
stained sand! Ah no! A simple prairie of beautiful “gazon 
inglais,” and at the middle some peaceful men, dressed of white, 
who amuse themselves to pursue a little ball. A ball, not a bull 
C’est charmant ! 

Naturally I have often heard to speak of the cricket, but I 
have never studied the game. In effect I know not of him even 
the origin. But seen that the hindoo princes play him, I suppose 
that he comes from the Oriental Indias. I am sure of it when I 
perceive among the players at Brighton two men in long white 
robes. They have a —— the air of to be Hindoos, a little 
pale at cause of the bad english climate, excepted that each one 
carries on the head a melon hat—chapeau melon—at place of a 
turban. Evidently also at cause of the bad climate, for to pro- 
tect themselves from the rain. See there then the famous Prince 
and one of his compatriots. I believed him all young, but I am 
deceived myself. Naturally I desire to comprehend that which 
they do. Tiens, le programme! I regard him. I read “Sussex 
County Cricket Ground, Sussex v. Surrey.” That, that is easy 
to understand. But that which follows—thousand thunders! It 
is a veritable cryptogram in cipher language, as the little an- 
nounces in the ae Boke “b. I-b. w. n-b. Total.” 
gig oe ca veut dire? Et encore, “ lbw b Jephson” and “ st 
Butt b Hartley.” It is incredible that it may some names. 
But yes! The Hindoos, for sure! Biewnetrotat, Lawasernson, 
SrsuTTBHARTLEY. It are the others, the compatriots of 
RaNHJTISHINITINTINS. Perfectly. 

Then I commence to study the game. What is that which they 
do? I perceive that the two Hindoos rest planted there, while 
that one of the players in european costume throws a ball, which 
another hits of a species of little oar, or of long trowel in wood. 
Evidently the ball should to hit a Hindoo. t comprehends 
himself. But the player with the little oar succeeds never. 
Each time that the ball goes herself away, that one there runs 
violently towards one of the Hindoos, brandishing his oar, but 
another player encounters him, and he retires himself. In same 
time other players ran very quick, they entrap the ball, and they 
throw her against a Hindoo. But he holds himself there, im 
movable, tranquil, calm,—the imperturbable Oriental. Then all 
the players change of position, and they attack the other Hindoo. 
But they hit him never. Then I comprehend that they do this 
express, exprés. They wish not to hit him. It is the english 
generosity towards a conquered nation. C’est admirable! 

Still one thing which I have remarked. The player who carries 
the oar puts himself before three little sticks, upright on the 
turf. One or two times he who throws the ball is suchly mala- 
droit that he makes to fall two of the sticks. All the world 
cries, and the oarsman is suchly angry that he plays not more, 
but retires himself. It is droll that the players have not some- 
thing of more solid for to mark the position of the oarsman. But 
these sticks are evidently of oriental origin, for it is one of the 
Hindoos who gathers them, les ramasse—ah no, picks up them. 
Probably since the epoch of the Aryans the Hindoos have picked 
up some similar sticks. Ah, the eternal patience of the imper- 
turbable Oriental ! ‘ , 

I am very content of to have seen a game so interesting, of 
which I have could to seize the most remarkable features. go 
to see again one game some part, quelque rt, and then I shall 
write a study on “ The Cricket ” for a french review. 


Agree, &c., AvGuUSTE. 





Had Him There (?) 


Young America (to Young England, on hoard of a Trans- 
atlantic Liner). You see, our great WasHINGTON was the one 
man on earth who never told a lie. ‘ , 

Young England. Then how was it he swore allegiance to King 
Grorcs and served against the French? , 

Young America (calmly). I didn’t say be never swore. I said 





he never lied! 
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FASHION A LA SHAKSPEARE. 


‘1 gave a Surr wuereiw I mean TO TovoH your Love INDEED,” —Othello, Act III., Scene 3 
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A PROTEST. 


sin,—I read that a Sixth International 
Congress has been called together for the 
purpose of considering “‘the Abuse of 
Alcoholic Liquors.” Admirable! Why 
should alcoholic liquors, or any other 
iiquors, be abused? I trust this Congress 
wil unanimously pronounce its opinion of 
the uncbivalric—it’s a difficult word, and 
on occasion, after dinner, for example, it 


| takes me some time to pronounce, though 
| | can write it with ease and elegance— 





Where was 1?—Oh! yes—the unchivalric 
conduct of those who abuse good liquors 
that never yet did harm to any man. 
Brandy saves life; sustains life. Why 
abuse it? Doesn’t whiskey benefit the 
gouty man? And as for all other liqueurs 
or liquors—but this reminds me, 1 have 
not yet tried “all other liqueurs and 
liquors.” So, to be fair, I will do so. 
And when I can speak from knowledge i 


| will write again. Till then, your very 
| good health. 


Marquis pg Trors-Eror.es. 
Chateau V ieux-Cognac. 








DABBY JONES ON THE ST. LEGER. 


Honovurgp Sir,—I have never been able 
to comprehend why the race for the St. 
Leger should be styled a Classic Event. 
lt seems to me, nowadays at least, to have 
few of those attributes with which your 
Superior Mental Genius wouid associate 


| Bucephalus and Atalanta. In my humble 





and altogether unpretending opinion, this 
once noble contest (so called after Colonel 
St. Lecer, who was not of kin to the 
Anglo-Irish celebrities with the same name, 
of whom Viscount DoneRaAILg is now 
chief) is only “ bucked up,” in vulgar par- 
lance, by the elegant articles of that 
famous writer and estimable gentleman, 
the Hon. Frank Lawuey, supported by 
the storming of the Butterscotch Metro- 
polis by hordes of irresponsible pitmen 
who swarm from the Black Diamon 
Goleondas of Yorkshire, Durham, and 
Nerthumberland. 

Mr. Lawuiry is an Aristocratio Scribe, 
second to none. He has the Godolphin 
Arabian, Waxy, Eclipse, Sam Cuirney, 


and the glories of Yorkshire past and pre- |: 


sent at the tip of each of his digits. Quite 
rightly he appreciates Doncaster, as I do 
his good and genial work, belikening my- 
self to a cook’s mate admiring the tact oi 
an Admiral of the Fleet. But of the 
diggers and delvers into the bowels of our 
globe I cannot conscientiously speak with 
such enthusiasm. schools have 
neither changed their language, nor ele- 
vated their tone. I am not, Sir, as you 
may weil believe, knowing me as well as you 
do, a Count pz Grammont, Beau Brum- 
MEL, or Lord CHESTERFIELD in my deport- 
ment, nor do I habitually quaff the rarest 
produce of Champagne and Burgundy, as 
is the custom of the good and great, but 
I cannot say that the Pitman is a Creature 
of Joy tome. His voice causes temporary 
deafness, his boots are so wide in struc- 
ture and so heavy in expression that they 
possess the might of a steam hammer 
combined with the torture of the rack, 
while the tongue which he uses is possibly 
that in vogue among the natives of Beh- 
ring’s Straits, as described by that eminent 
traveller, Mr. Harry pe Winpr. Frankly, 
Sir, I do not appreciate the Pitman at 
Doncaster. He may be adorned with all 
the virtues of the iac, but he appeals 
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She. ‘‘AND WER® YOU sUCCESSFUL witH YouR First Oasz, Doctor!’ 
He. “‘Y-vu-zs. Tus—er—Wipow paw Tae Bi!” 








to my regard in no sort of way. He stamp: 
on my corns without apology, he make: 
my ribs sore with his elbows, and like « 
Teutonic warrior, he treats Doncaster a: 
a sort of Alsace-Lorraine. 
redeeming point: he provides us with 
Winter Warmth. 

I can, as I pen these lines, see your 
noble brow contract and your magnetic 
eyes flash with fire in the endeavour to 
discover whether an action for libel, 
Pitmen v. Punch, would lie in Her Ma- 
sesty’s Law Courts. All I can say is—Try 
the game yourself and verify my assertion, 
instead of intrusting to Me a special mis- 
sion as parlous as that of Anpreg to the 
North Pole. Far be it from me to deny 
that the Tykes and Tykesses do not also 
muster in their thousands of each and 
every degree. You will find at Doncaster 
many samples of the Nobility and Gentry, 
but as my esteemed friend, Count Crack- 
emorr, of the Siberian Dragoons, observed 


He has one | 


'to me only last night “The stranger is 
done at Doncaster.’ The jest is only too 
apparent if pronounced in phonetic and 
foreign fashion. 

Wafting any further complaints from my 
brain, I proceed to business. My muse 
unrefreshed by those partridges an 
prawns at which you recently hinted when 
packing your portmanteau for Southern 
climes, sings to a bygone popular strain : — 

| Said the Old Obadiah to the Young Obadiah 

“ What will win, Obadiah, what will win?” 
Said the Young Obadiah to the Old Obadiah, 
“Tis the [rishman, pounds to a pin! 
| If you want an outsider, Yankee should be 
Among those who are placed by the Judge, one, 
two, three, 
And the Primrose may do what we'd al) like to see.” 
Said the Old Obadiah, “ You are right.” 


Such, honoured Sir, in deathless verse, 
is the dictum of 

Your old and stalwart henchman and 
defender to the death, Dansy Jones. 
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AN ERROR OF JUDGMENT. 


A Driatoevusz Srory rm Szven Parts, 
PART V. 


Scent—The Dining-room. Kezia has just released the unhappy 
BowaTER from her embraces. All have risen from‘ table. 


Camilla (to herself). A literary rival in my own parlour-maid! 
I wonder what one is ex dtodo. I really don’t know. 

Gerald (to himself). Bowarer’s let himself in for a nice thing! 
His expression when he was being hugged! (He all but explodes 
again at the recollection.) I believe Nora must have known it all 
the time! Hang it, it’s too bad of her! 

Nora (to herself). How very, very unfortunate! But I couldn’t 
possibly know. It was all Gerawo’s fault ! 

Bowater (to himself, savagely). What the deuce am I to say to 
this detestable girl? It’s a deliberate plot—that ’s what it is, and 
ALABASTER or—or somebody shall answer to me for it! 


Kezia (to the company generally). I’m very sorry if I’ve taken | da 


a liberty, but my feelings got the better of me for the moment. 
To hear my own book so highly complimented—it was really too 
much for me! 

Camilla (with a somewhat labowred graciousness). I am sure Mr. 
Bowater will excuse your excitement, Kezia. Genius is such a 
rare and precious gift, and his recognition of yours was so 
thorough, and so obviously without the slightest suspicion of 
being intended for your ears—(BowaTer suppresses a groan)— 
that it was only natural you should be overcome. 

Kezia. I always felt I had it in me to be a genius, as I’ve told 
Cook many a time, though, being herself illiterate, she treated me 
with low derision. And I had to write Stolen Sweets in fits and 


| snatches in the pantry or my own room, on the washstand, where 
|her blighting influence couldn’t reach. As to the title, Miss 
Lypg, you may think I borrowed it from that story of your 
friend’s—but it would be erroneous. I thought of it quite 
independently, and why should I change it just because there 
happened to be another—— ? 

owater. A story by a friend of Miss Lypsz’s? What story 
was that ? 

Kezia. Well, Sir, this is how it was. Miss Lypg came to me 
one day—— 

Camilla (hastily). All that is of no interest to Mr. Bowarsr, 
Kezia. It is your Stolen Sweets that he has expressed such warm 
admiration for. 

Bowater (feebly). Yes; but perhaps—— It just occurs to 
~ There may be some—some unfortunate confusion between 
the two. 

Camilla. Hardly, as it is clearly Kezia’s that contains the 
scenes between the Viscount and the Countess of Chislehurst, 
which you quoted as particularly striking. But I should like to 
ask her privately about the other manuscript, if you will excuse 
me, Mr. Bowater. Will you come into my study, Kezia, and 
tell me exactly what was done with it? 

[She leads the way ; Kezta follows unwillingly. 

Bowater (with suppressed rage). Well, ALaBasTER, you have 
made me the victim of a very successful practical joke. I sha’n’t 
forget it. 

erald. If there’s any practical joke, it isn’t mine. I told you 
from the first that Stolen Sweets was rot—but of course you didn’t 
think my opinion worth anything! You insisted on my following 
your lead and cracking it up at lunch, and I did. And this is 
all the thanks I get for it! 

Bowater. You distinctly told me that Stolen Sweets was written 
by Miss Lypz. 

Gerald. I—I was given to understand so. 

Bowater. Your own common sense should have told you Miss 
Lype couldn’t have written such stuff. 

Gerald. 1’d never read anything of hers. How was [I to tell it 
wasn’t her usual style? I was taken in myself. 

Bowater. Then am I to understand that Miss Vyvran has been 
amusing herself at our expense ? 

Nora. As if I should piay such a trick as that! My Aunt told 
me in confidence that she had sent you a story anonymously, but 
when I heard from Gera.p that he had advised you to decline a 
novel of the very same title, and with the same initials and 
address and everything, why, I couldn’t help saying something— 
and then he got it all out of me. If he hadn’t talked, it wouldn’t 
have happened | 

Bowater. Yes, Sir, you had no business to mention particulars 
which you had learnt in a confidential capacity when reading 
for me. It was a gross breach of trust. 

Gerald (angrily). There was nothing secret about them! At 
least, you never told me so. But that’s enough for me. I’m 
not going to stay here to be told I’ve been betraying your trust 
—after doing everything I could to pull you through a mess that 
was mostly your own making! 

[He stalks out of the room, and leaves the house. 

Nora. Dear Mr. Bowarsr, don’t look like that. I’ll do any- 
thing I can. 

Bowater. Don’t you think, Miss Vyvian, that you’ve done 
rather too much as it is? 

Nora. But I’d better go over to Fitcham and get Kezia’s 
novel for you, hadn’t 1? It would be quite as awkward if she 
found out you had declined it—now. And after all, it will be 
all right so long as you publish it. 

Bowater. “All right!” I must publish it, I know that—I 
can’t get out of it. But have you any idea what it will mean to 
me? I shall stultify all my past career, undo at a blow the repu- 
tation I have built up asa publisher of some taste and discrimina- 

on. Worse still, chen your Aunt comes to know what wretched 
twaddle I have been praising to her as a work of true genius—— 
Great Heavens, genius ! hat will she think of me? how can 
she ever respect me again? And I was in hopes that—some- 
y—— There, that’s over, but unless you want to drive me 

quite mad, don’t tell me again that it will be “all right”! 
{He buries his head in his hands. 

Nora (to herself, as she leaves the room). Poor dear Mr. Bo- 
water, I can’t bear to see him so miserable. I wonder, if I 
told CamiLtLa— 





In THE Stvpy. 


Camilla (to Kezta). But tell me what put it into your head to 
send your book to Mr. Bowater ? 

Kezia. Why, to tell you the truth, Miss Lyps, it was your 
dictating that letter. Before that, I didn’t know who to send 





my story to, or the proper way to write to a publisher, or any- 
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thing. And the letter mentioning Stolen Sweets, which happened 
to be my very own title, it struck me—why shouldn’t I send my 
Stolen Sweets. And almost before I'd time to think, I’d done it. 

Camilla. I see. But what about the other Stolen Sweets / 

Kezia. Well, I thought it would create confusion, having two 
titles alike, so—I knew your friend wouldn’t mind—I—I took the 
liberty of going over her manuscript, and scratching out the 
title wherever it was put. 

Camilla. So you sent it without any title at all ? 

Kezia. I fully intended to, Miss Lypg, and did it up and ad- 
dressed it and everything, and then, somehow, I couldn’t make 
up my mind to send it and put it away in a drawer in the kitchen 
dresser. And when I looked for it the other day, it wasn’t 
there, and the Cook, whose Philistinish ways are a severe trial to 
live with, told me as calm as you please that she ’d taken it for 
ma < my scribbling, and put it on the fire. I was annoyed 
wit r. 

Camilla. And why didn’t you come and tell me at once ? 

Kezia. Well, you see, Cook begged me not to—and I’m not the 
person to tell tales of a fellow-servant, however inferior. 

Camilla. Particularly when your own conduct—— Kezia, 
I’m afraid you have behaved rather deceitfully. I begin to see 
why = were so obliging about going over to Fitcham: and why 
you did your best to prevent my going there this morning. 

Kezia. Indeed, Miss Lypz, I never touched your bicycle. The 
valves will get unscrewed at times. And you’ll excuse me, but 
your tone is not quite the thing from one literary lady to another 
You seem to forget that I am no longer a mere drudge, but your 
equal—I might say, your superior, for, with the hi t respect 
for your talents, Miss, which are very well in their way, nobody 
has ever referred to you that I know of as a _ hee mond 
Genius. And, after what those gentlemen said, you’ll hardly 
deny that J’m cne! 

Camilla (good-humouredly). No, indeed, Kezta, and believe 
me, I co tulate you most cordially on your success. I could 
certainly have wished—— But there, I mustn’t scold such a 
distinguished author, and after all, you have done no hurm, 
though you might have. Now you can go. Of course I cannot 
expect you to continue your duties, but if you would kindly 
mention to Bessiz that we will have our coffee in the garden—— 

Kezia. Oh, Miss Lypg, I shail be very willing to bring out 
coffee—as a friend, and perhaps you will allow me a few minutes’ 
interview later on with my publisher. I’m told that geniuses 
can command their own prices nowadays, and he ’ll find out I’m 
quite able to take care of maul. 

[She goes ; a little later Nora bursts in. 

Nora. Camitia, you'll hate me, I know, but I must tell you. 
Poor Mr. Bowarer is nearly eut of his mind, and I feel I ought 
to do something. (She makes a full confession.) Now do you 
understand ? 

Camilla (bitterly). I understand that I have been living in an 
atmosphere of bad faith and trickery and deception! (Hising.) 


The best thing you can do now is to go to Fitcham and see if | they had 


you Row recover that manuscript without making any more 
muschier,. 

Nora. Camitia, don’t be beastly about it! Where are you 
going ? 

Camilla (at the door, grimly). I am going to have a little talk 
with Mr. Bowater. [She out. 

Nora (to ane? Poor Mr. Bowater! I’m afraid I haven’t 
made thi m better for him. I’ll go and get my bicycle, 
but it will a long time before I ever do anybody a good turn 
again, that’s all! 





FOR NEITHER DEFENCE NOR DEFIANCE. 
(Prophetic Report of the Last Volwnteer Muster.) 


_ Tue thousands of citizen soldiers stood at attention when the 
General in command of them (who had just completed his work 
at the Autumn Manoeuvres) made his appearance, ready to 
harangue them. By the progress of science each volunteer could 
hear every word that was addressed to them. No speaking- 
trumpet was required, as a recent improvement in the telephone 
had —— annihilated space. 

“ My friends,” began the warrior, “I wish I could call you my 


comrades. That I cannot is no fault of mine, but must be at-| gal 


tributed to the decision of the Commission on National Defence. 
So, with all possible respect, I salute you once again as my friends 
—for are you not my countrymen ? ” 

re was a murmur not altogether of approval, but the armed 
mass soon relapsed into expectant silenee. : 
_ “I am aware that you have spent the better part of your lives 
in attaining your present commendable efficiency. And in doing 
this you have but followed the example of your fathers, who also 








DANGER IN THE BALL-ROOM., 
‘Wat Aa BEASTLY CoLp you'’vs cor Sam! WHERE DID You 
GET ir?” 
“‘Ir’s wor a Ooxp, rr’s Hay Fever. I gor iT DANCING WITH 
THAT Grass WIDOW THE OTHER NicHT!” 





imitated the action of their progenitors. It does you infinite 
credit that you should put in so good an appearance.’ 

At this there was a teeble cheer, for a moment the Force 
looked lively, but resumed their air of despondency as their chief 
continued. 

“To reach this level you have had to work hard. Nay, more, 
you have had to subscribe liberally from your pecuniary re- 
sources. For soldiering, either regular or amateur, costs con- 
siderably more than nothing. I think 1 may say that the price of 
the Volunteer Movement, trom its inception to the present day, 
must be given in tens of millions.” 

At this declaration (which was uttered in a tone of proud satis- 
faction) there was distinct cheering. The armed host felt that 
received a compliment. 

“And having said this, I have little more to utter. You are 
aware that we are on the point of being invaded. You also know 
(on excellent authority), that if 50,000, or, at most, 160,000 men 
of the enemy reach our shores in safety the downtail of the 
empire is a certainty. If you could be landed upon the hostile 
shore you might be of some slight value. But this is impossible. 
So as you are not wanted you may stand at ease—in fact stand 


eas Red 
Holieved by this command from the statuesque front the 
Volunteers had hitherto assumed, the body became more sociable. 
‘They conversed amon themselves, and came to a decision. 
a appointed one of their number to address the inspecting 
r 


cer. 

“Sir,” began the delegate, “you tell us we are proficient. 
You say that we have cost millions ?” 

“You have,” was the prompt reply. ‘“‘ Had the manny pent 
upon your development been expen in the reduction he 
empire’s financial burden there would have been a considerable 
reduction in the National Debt.” 

“ And yet, if I am not mistaken, you hinted that we were 
quite coals.” 

“ Certainly—absolutely valueless.” ; 

“Then what shall we do?” And as this question was put the 
lant warriors again became silent. 

“Well, my friends,” returned the General, after a few moments 
of consideration, “T really think you had better disband as a 
preliminary to bidding one another good-bye, and going home to 
tea ” 


There was a sigh, a cheer, and arush. In a moment the citizen 
soldiers scattered North, South, East, and West. And thus 
ended the story of the Volunteer Movement. It ended—and 
for ever. 
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Village Dame (to eminent Landscape-painter). *‘ Law, Stn, I DO OFTEN WO. DER HOW YOU CAN ‘AVE THE PATIENCE TO BIDE HERE DAY 
ARTER DAY, DRARIN’ AN’ 


Drarin’! But, THERE, OYE THING, YOU 'AVES PLENTY 0 Company!” 








THE CELESTIAL BAGMAN, 


[In 7ruth Mr. Lasovcners, M.P., says, “ A 
corps of clever commercial travellers in one yro- 
vince of China would be of more advantage to us 
in the struggle for the world’s markets, than a 
doz-n new ironclads or millions on millions of 


naked, lazy negroes brought under our sway in 
Africa.’ | 


rue British Bagman’s trip of yore 
Was in his native land; 
He ne’er was bade his stock to store 
With goods for foreign strand. 
But now he permeates the earth, 
And with each British sample, 
Confronts the foe with British worth, 
And challenges example ! 
Far-seeing Lappy, who’d defy 
E’en Zeus himself with lightning, 
A wider prospect can descry, 
The Bagman’s prospects bright’ning. 
He seeks—no doubt he ’ll pay the cost— 
A corps of “Coms.” all “ clever,” 
lo travel where they grovel most 
In poverty for ever. 
There was a certain journalist, 
Who read of Chinee millions, 
And he, in Labbyistic mist, 
Resolved to pile up billions. 
So his paper printed then 
In choice Celestial tongue, 
With articles to please Cury-En, 
Or tickle L1-Foo-Cuune. 
But when it came to sell to the same, 
He never found a buyer; 
The Chinee likes the selling game— 
At purchasing he’s shyer. 
And so this editor who thought 
He'd be a millionairion, 











His lesson very dearly bought, 
An out and out barbarian. 
Then, gentle Lappy, let us leave 
Your Chinee scl eme to you, Sir. 
You would not wilfully deceive, 
For vou are always true, Sir! 
But if the Bagman wants to deal 
In something somewhat bigger, 
For ironclads let him sell steel, 
And trousers for the Nigger! 





Homine.— His Grace of Beavrort re 
cently wrote an interesting letter to th 
Times concerning the “ Homing Instincts’ 
in animals. In the Paterfamilias genu 
this instinct in on | September become: 
very strong, especially on referring to hi 
bank-book. en the Return-Homing 
Instinct asserts itself. And the journey 
back again is, Paterfamilias thinks, the 
best return he can have for his money. 





Amid the Sussex Turnips. 


Tenant of Shooting (affably, to surl 
keeper). How do the coveys run this year 
Surly Keeper. Run! ’ye think ye’re 
going to deal wi’ a bloomin’ lot of French 


| red-legs ? 


Proposrtion.— Last week, Mr. Joun 
Morey went to Butterstone. The name 
of the place is not indicative of its being 


|im an atmosphere sympathetic with this 


eminent politician. Perhaps it may be 
renamed “ Butter-Gladstone” in memory 
of the Philosophic Jounntr’s visit. 





THE SLOW TRAIN, 


On Southern lines the trains which craw: 
Deliberately to and fro 
Make life a burden; of them all 
This is the slowest of the slow. 
Impatiently condemned to bear 
Jhat is indeed an awful bore, 
I’ve seemed to be imprisoned there 
Three days, or more. 
The angry passengers complain ; 
Of new electric cabs they talk. 
They sit and swear at such a train, 
And ask, “Shall we get out and walk?” 
It’s true the time seems extra long 
When spent in such a wretched way, 
My calculation may be wrong— 
ree hours, say. 


The other day I had to come 
By this slow train, but facing me 
Was no old buffer, dull and dumb ; 
I chatted with my vis-a-vis. 
A pretty smile, a pretty dress, 
ay spirits no fatigue could crush ; 
With her it was a quick express, 
Three minutes’ rush. 
For once I sadly left the train, 
For once the time too quickly passed. 
I still could angrily complain, 
Why travel so absurdly fast ? 
At lightning speed that special went 
(I’d paid the ordinary fare), 
Now looking back it seems we spent 
Three seconds there. 


Kuonprxe Svurpassep. — Our English 


goldfields. Our fields at harvest time, 
“ripe with golden grain.” 
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AL®ACE AND LorRaINe (frgether). ‘BON JOUR, M’SIEU LE PRESIDENT. YOU HAVE SURELY BROUGHT 


BACK SOMETHING FOR US FROM RUSSIA?” 
M. Favre. “‘ WELL—HM—I’M AFRAID—ER 
PEOPLE TURNING UP—AND AT SUCH A MOMENT, TOO!!” 








(Aside.) VERY AWKWARD THESE TROUBLESOME 
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A SHOCKING SHOCK, 


Pitzjones (who has lately started a turn-out, to Friend). ‘‘Tazng, my Boy, THAT!'s"THE sort! PickeD mER UP 4 BARGAIN AT TaTT's!” 
Friend. “AH, NICE LITTLE Marne! Piry SHE HAS THAT NASTY TRICK OF BoLTING,” 
Fitzjones. ‘‘ Rot, Man! WHAT THE DEUCE DO YOU KNOW ABOUT HER!” Friend, “‘ Wu, vou sxx, | szNT HER UP LAsT WEEK!” 








My dear little cousins, to you much I owe ; 
SPORTIVE SONGS. You unwittingly roused a worn sense 
4 worn Lyrist meets Three Fair Cousins at a pic-nic, and marvels that Of the thrill of the music of long, long ago, 
they be so free from care, and is refreshed thereby. When I knew in my soul but one tense— 
, gin , The Present. I construed it longtime and oft, 
My dear little cousins, in number just three, Now the Past in the grammar of life. 
Like the goddesses known to the past, My dear little cousins, you made my heart soft, 
I’m not Paris to give with a hand all too free, And I felt that I—- Goodbye! My wife! 


An apple for discord to last. 
, or Venus, or Juno you play 


One and all with delectable grace, , 
You are sweet with the a promise of May, At Bonnie Blinkie Castle. 








That no Winter can ever deface. Mr. Lysander B. Chunks, of Chicago (who has guaes feos property 
: . Eile he Duke of B. B.). I see this mansion descri in guide- 
My dear little cousins, I’d fain let you know of ¢ a te ge SS tah hn Oo : 
love your dislike of the to-date Show J “a ' 
Thot ia oeon im these Dowa 2 dogo! English Gest. Then why didn't you hire the hotel ? 





You ’ve discovered the secret of living one’s life, — 





You can laugh with the best in your mirth 
And the tears that you shed are not gendered by strife, In a Somersetshire Inn. 
For you envy no being on earth! Mr. Fitz-Archibald Smith (of London, to the Landlord). Is 
: ae i : . there a hair-dresser in the village? I want to be shampooed 
my, Sis a cousins, *twas simply delight and shaved 
t made our encounter so gay, ; ow sham- 
For when Venus was ready with repartee bright Lepenens, Wee a MS —_ boy Hwy , oon sy ’ 
Where was I m my feeble essay ! poodling, him ? 
To ery her thrust hed never s foil na 7 
( quips were like lines from a play), 
Then Diana would, huntress-like, mark me for spoil, At the White Hart, Windsor. 
And then Juno would bring me to bay. Little Snopkina (who has hired a boat for the day, to Coffee-room 
: : ‘ Official aiter, ow ’s the tide? 
My dene a ry ot ’mid bracken og grass, yi he Official (with cutting irony). This isn’t ’Ammer- 
Not with mind of a Hee | ealidn em. smith, Sir! [And even then Sworxins didn’t understand the rebuke. 





That is callous of Fortune and pain! 
But with just the same heaven-sent spirit of joy 
That is fearless, frank, yet debonair. t f 
This you showed ! and indeed I was once more a boy, —Q. Why are haters of cats to be avoi 
Not a pilgrim ’mid deserts of care! are most un-feline. 


From THe [xnrerressiste One (idiot, qqpereant , to enage)- 
‘ y 
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AWFUL FATE OF THE CYCLIST SCORCHER! 
(About A.D. 1950.) 


DRIVEN AT LAST BY A LONG-SUFFEFRIXG PUBLIC FROM ALL THE Haunts oF Men, HIS 
LIMBS ADAPTED TO ONE MEANS OF LOCOMOTION ONLY, H& IS COMPELLED To Hop asovuT af 
| BEST BE CAN IN [NACCEASIBLE MouNTAIN RErreats ! 








“FALSE MODESTY.” 


Dear Mr. Poncu,— Having read with 
interest the discussion under the above 
heading in the columns of a daily con- 
temporary, I feel bound to submit to you 
what seems to be a common-sense 
view of the subject. Briefly, it is that no 
one should be allowed to indulge in sea- 
bathing, either at Broadstairs or else- 
where, except in full morning-dress, with 
chimney- .e and umbrella in the case of 
men, and matinée hat and sunshade for 
ladies. The reason for this is obvious. If 
pec _ want to wash, they can best do so 
in the privacy of their own dressing-rooms. 
But the occasions when it is necessary for 
them to swim are when they fall over- 
board, or when the ice gives way, or at 
other times when 


they have all their | 


clothes on. Consequently, that eye-sore 
of British watering-places, the bathin 
machine, should be promptly abolished, 
ind no more paddling and bobbing allowed. 
Persons desirous of practising natation, 
having, of course, previously learnt on dry 
land, ought either to be pushed off a pier- 
head without warning, or sent out to sea 
in a boat with the cork removed from the 
keel. They will then be far too busy 
saving their own and other people’s lives 
(or escaping their clutches) to bother 
about False Modesty. Trusting that this 
suggestion will have due effect, 
I remain, Sir, Yours rationally, 
> ee 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—I was at large the 
other day, and thought I would look in at 
the Royal Aquarium to see if I could pick 
up any ideas on the burning question of 





bathing-costume and False Modesty. Sure 


enougn, I arrived in the nick of time to 


see a ‘ Professor” —- a sensational dive 
trom the roof, enveloped in a flaming sack. 
Here, then, is the ideal bathing-dress. Let 
everyone set the Thames or the Channel 
on fire (before the next change in the 
moon) by donning an asbestos suit soaked 
in petroleum, and simultaneously lighting 
each other up. We should solve the ques- 
tion of False Modesty at once. Ali the 
jelly-fishes within the four seas would turn 
pale with envy, if the experiment were 
conducted at night; and think, too, what 
a splendid signal to Mars it would make | 
{ positively ‘tangle and glow with delight at 
the prospect. Yours w y; 
Barmiz Firzporrerev. 


Dear Sir,—lIt is quite time the question 
of bathing-costume was settled for good 
and all. 1 do not know what some of our 
seaside resorts are coming to. ‘The dress, 
or, rather, almost undress, of the mascu- 
line bathers is really shocking. This is no 
place for maiden ladies where I am staying. 
i will not reveal its name, for fear we 
should be invaded by further crowds of 
unappropriated spinsters. I live half a mile 
from the shore, but 1 have an excellent 
pair of field-glasses, specially bought for 
the holiday season, and I declare that, 
when I look through them every morning 
at the scenes of mixed bathing in this 
Jubilee year, | blush by the hour together. 
If it is not put a stop to, I shall have to 
stay here till the last trippers have gone. 

Yours modestly, Prug pe CorzHam. 


S1r,—What is all this ridiculous discus- 
sion about, I ask? Is it because the sea- 
serpent has declined to turn up, and the 
big gooseberry crop has failed? When at 
the seaside we are all artists, of course— 
at least, I pose as one. I can’t draw a 
line, but I can get along with a kodak, and 
manage to take a good many snap-shots 
in the course of a morning. What is the 
especial attraction at this time of year, 
you inquire. Why, the female form divine, 
to be sure; and the more of it the better. 
Only let nobody be allowed to bathe in 
public whose figure has “ been passed by 
a committee of experts. om hone to 
ag my services as feds. ‘We flock to 

“Living Pictures” at Music Halls. 
Then let us have them at the seaside, only 
they should not be caricatures. That would 
be an offence to the susceptibilities and 
the innate modesty of Broap Stargs. 








Rvusso-Frank Auuance.—“ Our Own,” 
writing from Paris to the Times last week, 
said that “TL. female proof-readers of the 
Journal de St. Petersbourg have exchanged 
greetings with the male proof-readers of 
the Temps.” Charming rapprochement! 
Almost touching! The next step is clearly 
to er Ww photographs; but, in this 
case, each male me pet Pe will stand 
only a poor chance, as his portrait must 
necessarily be d’un homme usé par le 
Temps. 





EmotionaL.— Members of the British 
Association are enjoying themselves at 
eae where they are Winnipegging 
~y ny ee subjects. At any one 

eir | banquets, when the men of 
Ae were entertained with sumptuous 
hospitality, the st le to pronounce 
clearly and distinctly the final toast of the 
evening, “ Success + the British Asso- 
ciation,” must have been a noble effort, 
most touching to witness. 
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Charles (his friend). ‘‘Tuere iT 1s, MY Boy, LOOKING 
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CCELUM, NON ANIMUM, MUTANT, &c. 


The Rev. Oyril. ‘‘1 wonDER WHERE THIS MOUNTAIN FASTNEss I8 THAT BARDEKER TALKS 80 MUCH ABOUT!” 


AT US OVER Its SHOULDER 








“DOWN SOUTH.” 


WEaTuHER uncertain. We refuse to consult forecast. 

“Tt is no use looking at a glass,” growls Number Three of our 
Trio, shrugging his shoulders, “ it ’s sure to pelt.” 

Number ree’s views, previous to starting, have been de- 
cidedly optimistic ; but from the moment we are irrevocably com- 
mitted to the journey, he becomes a hopeless pessimist. Before 
departure we had regarded ourselves as Three Sandboys of the 
jolliest description ; now, however, once launched at Southamp- 
ton, with our tickets, there end back by rail and boat, in our 
pockets, the sand in the composition of this particular Sandboy, 
who may be labelled as Number Three, has become a sort of 
Quick.Sand, in which the sanguine cheeriness of the other two 
Sandboys stands a fair chance of being absorbed and lost for ever. 
But the aforesaid Other Two Sandboys are wary, and mentally 
register a vow to “look always on the sunny side,” even in the 
event of a solar eclipse. 

“ First-rate boat, the Lydia,” say the two cheery ones, rubbing 
their hands as they survey their comfortable cabin. 

“ Not so good as the Frederica,” mutters Number Three. 

We point out to him that these ships are twins; but for retort 
he only shakes his head in a despondent manner, and observes, 
“Ha! well! you’ll see!” Then, casting a melancholy glance 
around at lowering clouds, eecbicseneinalien sea, and hazy 
coast, he adds, with the air of one who has completely resigned 
himself to fate, “ We shall be in for a precious nasty dusting,” 
and therewith d'sappears. 

We laugh. The Quick-Sandboy is a prophet of ill. Let us to 
lunch. xcellent lunch. “No ice,” growls Number Three. The 
ice, however, appears, just as Number Three has finished ; where- 


| 
| 


upon we two cool our brandies-and-sodas with it, and drink his | 
“Ah,” says he, as he steadies himself, by | 


very good health. 


iolding on to a fixed seat, after lurching against the corner of 
he saloon door-way, “I only hope we sha’n’t lose our ‘ very good 
health’ before we get to Jersey.” And, warily, he ascends to 
he upper deck. Then, after a brief struggle with the moveable 
vats of our fixed chairs, from which we emerge with damaged 
cnees, we carefully navigate our course to the “companion,” 
und go by rail (clutching it vigorously) up on deck. Picturesque 
view of the Needles on our left; while, on the right, the coast 
f Dorsetshire is gradually becoming fainter and fainter, and, in 
this respect, bearing a striking resemblance to some among our 
fellow-passengers. 
"" Delightfu e!” we two Sandboys exclaim simultane- 
ously, as the dip lollops between the waves, with a thorough 
sailor-like roll, and we cannon one against the other, and 
narrowly avoid falling over a bundle of rugs heaped u a deck 
chair. Out of this bundle quickly emerges an an ace, framed 
in @ travelling-cap that completely envelopes the rest of the 
head. To this head, with glaring eyes, we re | apologise, and 
then it occurs to us that the best thing to do will be to retire to 
our cabin, take some coffee and liqueurs, and gradually acquire 
our sea-legs. ‘ : 
Quick-Sandboy mumbles something about “ preferring the fresh 
air to the stuffiness of a cabin,” and quits our society. 
Sandboy Number Two, after remaining some time in the cabin, 
apparently asleep, while an innocent infantine smile lights up his 
temporarily-inexpressive features, suddenly opens his eyes, and 
after looking about him in a dazed kind of way, he nods with feeble 
ravity at me, and hurriedly observing that he “will go and see 
ow far we've got,” he es a dash at the door, which opens 
unexpectedly, precipitating him, head foremost, out of the cabin 
with the celerity arlequin when he leaps through a shop- 
window. Only, Harlequin invariably finds, on the other side, 
four men at hand to catch and land him safely ; but this arrange- 


” 
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HEARD ON THE SANDS. 


"TAKE CARE YoU DON’r FALL, Dearie!” 


‘Iles ALL Right, Mover. I ss HOLDING BY THE Wines!” 





ment is lacking to Sandboy Number Two, and when I unsteadily 





stagger up to close the door I can see no trace of him. Doubt- 
less, he, too, has sought safety in flight to the upper deck. 

I have the cabin to myself. The ship is decidedly rolling. The 
cabin is certainly very comfortable. And if 3ut no matter. 
I have an interesting book. Let me dispose myself to read, and 
so be indifferent to the rough weather. read, I doze, I succeed. 
Veni, vidi, vici! Two or three times the door becomes unhooked, 


swings outward and returns with a bang. I have to struggle 
with its hook and eye. Then I return, by a circuitous route, to 
my couch and plump myself down again. 

Outside I can hear “ great guns,” the splashing and dashing of 
waves emptying buckets of sea-water over the deck. I catch 
sounds of lurching people, bumping people, and sliding 
.. . and then the rattle of tin and crockery—and I 
know that if I go outside my cabin I shall, like Lady Macheth’s 
waiting-maid, “see what I should not.” So, copying the ad- 
mirable example set by Brer Rabbit, “I lay low and say nuffin.” 

Cuernsey.—I emerge. Grateful and fresh. Here, on deck, is 
Sandboy Number Two, who says, “Splendid sea! But off the 
Casqnettes we did get a dusting.” By this process of “ dusting ” 
to which he has been subjected, he seems to have had all t 


colour taken out of him. But he “comes up smiling,” and 
protests he has never enjoyed himself so much—under similar 
ce reumstances. Quick-Sandboy growls, “Deuce of a passage! 
Devoutly hope we shall get to Jersey. But fancy having to come 
back again!” 


It is strange to remark that once in calm water, the decks, 


| which but a few minutes before had been clear, suddenly be- 


come alive with people whose motto is “ Resurgamus,” and who, 
so to speak, “rise to the occasion,” from various mysterious 
depths of the vessel. Pluckily, after several rounds with 
Neptune, they mostly “come up smiling,” though with a visible 
effort. A goodish number of them appear in all sorts and condi- 
tions of unwellness, and are so changed since I last saw them, 
hale, hearty, and hopeful, at Southampton, that “it would be 
difficult,” as Quick-Sandboy remarks, “for even their own mothers 


| to recognise them.” 





Guernsey islanders come on board, selling, or attempting to 
sell, grapes and fruit. Their chance isa small one, and their time 
limited. In another quarter of an hour we are off. We pace the 
deck cheerily. Fair sailing now. “Not for long, though,” says 
Quick-Sandboy, who credits the elements with any amount of 
trickiness. Through s we inspect Alderney, Sark, the 
Casquettes. The evening is turning out beautifully. Hallo! 
beginning to lurch again. “Said so,” remarks Sandboy Number 
Three, grimly. 

Retirement to cabin; for meditation. Meditation occupies 
an hour. Sandboy Number One, whose face has almost entirely 
recovered its normally healthy tone, summons me to see the 


view and the commencing sun-set. 
Brelade’s: lovely! “I’ve seen finer,” observes Quick-Sandboy, 
disparagingly. The Lydia comes round the point with such 
majestic stateliness, in so elegant and self-contained a manner, 
and so absolutely steady, that no one, seeing her now, would ever 
ees her capable of such “goings on” as we, who have been 
with her all along, can testify to. But all’s well that ends well ; 
and everyone is well now, and eager for the shore; and all, in- 
cluding the Quick-Sandboy, heartily compliment Lydia on her 
admirable conduct in the most trying circumstances over which 
she could not possibly be expected to exercise any control. 

St. Helier’s.—Landed. Mysterious man in uniform addresses 
us in a language which is uncommonly like broken French or 
broken English, but is not exactly one or the other. Sandboy 
Number Two interprets. Man in uniform is the conductor of 
Grand Hotel "bus, and is explaining to us that as we are “ first 
come” we can be “ first served,” by being put into a chariot and 
driven straight to the Hotel, while the omnibus is loading up. 
Accepting the thoughtful islander’s generous offer, we are driven 
at a rapid rate along the front to the Grand. Haven’t seen 
Jersey for years. It has spread out right and left, but, in a 
general way, ‘tis much the same. 

We are shown our rooms at the Grand Hotel. are 

ick- 


St. Owen’s Bay, then 8t. 


Numbers One and Two “are satisfied,” like Cor and Bor. 
Sandboy, however, who has far and away the best of the three 
rooms, mutters, in a depreciating tone, “Um! Yes—it will do.” 
“Will he change?” No, he won’t change, because he might get 
a worse. We tell him it is a first-rate room ; as it really is. But 
he refuses to admit it, and then wanders disconsolately about the 
Hotel bewailing the tardy arrival of his bag. The Two Other 
Sandboys induce him to take a turn before dinner. He consents. 

“Now,” says Sandboy Number One to Sandboy Number Two, 
as we stand looking out over the deep blue sea, and gazing at 
bold and dangerous rocks toned to a bright purple in the last 
glow of the setting sun, “ now, this is worth coming any distance 
to see!” 

“ Magnificent !” murmurs Number Two. 

“Devonshire and Cornwall are just as fine,” growls Number 
Three, “and one hasn’t got a confounded sea passage to get 
at ’em.” 

Suddenly he starts. “Ah!” 

“What ’s the matter?” exclaim the first two Sandboys, con- 
siderably alarmed, while many of the promenaders make a halt, 
deeply interested. 

“My bag!” almost shrieks the Quick-Sandboy. And before 
we can interfere, he has broken from us, dashed across the road, 
and made for the hotel, where, in another couple of seconds, the 
cause of his anxiety, the bag, from which he has been separated 
for about the space of fifteen minutes, is once again in the arms 
of its distracted owner. 

Comparing notes, the Two Sandboys own to a “ don’t-quite- 
know-where-we-are”” sort of feeling, coupled with a distrust of 
our legs, while, at the same time, conscious of a whizziness in 
the head, as if the works, after having been set whirring violently 
round and round, were now gradually slowing down again. But, 

-what cheer, my hearty! Avast, my messmates! Dinner it is! 








TROP FORT! 
[‘* Dawn-parties” are the latest fashion in France. } 


’Twas the grunt of a Frenchman, I heard him complain— 
You have called me too soon, I must slumber again ; 

Mon Dieu! I was due at a dance on the dew 

At daybreak this morning—a thing I eschew! 


’Tis scarcely a mode that is trés rigolo 

On a series of visits at cock-crow to go; 

Though at sunrise the ladies their friends may invite, 
"Tis better to five-o’-cloquer at midnight! 


For whether I wake at or sit up till five, 

At that hour of the morn I’m more dead than alive ; 
The milkman and burglar around may then roam ; 

But for me de grand matin there ’s no place like home! 


They may say ’tis Watteau-like and full of romance 
To rise with the one lark that’s still left in France ; 
But the only engagement so early I keep 

Is a duel pour rire—so once more let me sleep! 





Kancaroos wHo arg Never “Bounpers.”—The Australian 





Troops. 
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My friends know well my name is BROOKE, but yet on every hand, 
In sportive familiarity,I'mcalled:*OLD MONKEY BRAND!” 


And when they see me advertise, in various change of pose, 


They smile as they remember that | WON'T WASH CLOTHES! 











BROOKE’S 





| WON’T WASH CLOTHES. MONKEY BRAND WON’T WASH CLOTHES. | 
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